The mofl lamentable Tragedic 

A haltct Souldiers, hang him onthiscrce, 

And by his fide hisfruit of Baftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy , he is of Roy all bloods 
Lxci. Too like the Syreforeuer being good, 

Firtf hang the childe ohat he may fee it fprall, 

A figh t to vexe the fathers foule withall, 

Aron. Get me a laddc^Lacj#? faue the childe, 

And beareit from me to the Empreffe : 

Iftliou doethis. He fliew thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to hcare$ 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
lie fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius. Say on,andifit pleate me which thou fpeakft, 
Thy childe fhall line, and I will feeitnourifht. 

Aron . And if it pieafe thee? why affure thee Lucius , 
Twill vexethy foule to heare what I fhall fpeake: 

For I muff talke of murthers, rapes, and maflacres, 

A&s ofblacke nights, abhominable deeds, 
Complotsofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruihfuli to heare, yet pittioufly performd, 

And this fhall all be buried by my death, 

Vnleflethou fweare to me my childe fhall line- 
Lucius . Tell on thy minde,I fay thy childe fhall liuc* 
Aron. S wearothat he fhall, and then I will begin. 

Lucius. Who fhould I fweare by, thou belceueft do God, 
That graunted, how canfi thou beieeue an oath* 

A on. Whatifl doe not, as indeed I doc not, 

Yet for I know thou art religious, 

And haft a thing within rhec calledconfcience, 

With twenty popilh rncksand ceremonies. 

Which 1 haue feenc thee careful! to obferuc* 

Therefore Ivrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Idcot holds his bauble for a God, 

And ke pes the oath which by that Gcdhefwcares, 
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To that He vrge Him : therefore thoufhalt vow 

By that fame God, what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft, and hall in reference. 

To faue my boy , to non riih and bring him vp. 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius, Euenby ray God I fwear e to thee I will. 

Aron. Firft know thou, 1 begot him on the fcmprctte, 
Lucius. Oh niofl infatiate luxurious woman ! 

A, on. Tut Lucius, this wasbutadeede ofchantic, 
Tothat which thou ihalchcareofme anon, 

Tvras her two fonnes that murdered 'Bujfianut, 

They cut thy fillers tongueandrauilht her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd heras thou laweft. 

Lucius, Oh deteftable villaine, call’ftchou tha t trimming 

Aron . Why flic waawaiht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing oft, 
Lucius , Oh batberous beaftly villamts h*e thy felfe- 
Aron. Indecdc I was their tutor to inlhnfl them. 

That codding fpirit had they from theirmother, 

As fore a carde as euer wonne the fee : 

Thatbloody aiindclthinkethcv Icarndofme, 

As true a dog as eucr fought at head 5 S 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I tray nde thy bretheren to that guilefull hole, 

Where the dead corps of Bujfianui lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found. 

And hid the sold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with theQuecne andher two fonnes. 

Andwhat not done, that thou haflcaufe to rue, ( 

Wherein 1 had no (froke of imfchiefcinit# 

I playd thecheaterfor thy Fathers hand, 

And when Ihadit drew my felfeapart. 

And almoft broke my hart with extreame laughter, 

I Dried me thfoueh thcCTCUicof aw^llj - 


